CH. vi                    THE CASTLE                       171

and suddenly, in this barren, glistening place, he found
that, though he could not discover her with his eyes, she
was in the air he breathed, so close that she pressed upon
his thought, so ardent and pervading that there was terror,
the dream-terror of a slipping personality, at the core of
his delight. "You're very English, aren't you?*' she had
said to Ramsdell, and he heard again the \vord "English**
spoken in her voice with a lilt of frivolity in it as a gloss
upon emotion; heard it near to him, nearer than hearing, a
sound within him. He saw the movement of her eyelashes
on her cheek as she looked downward, the texture of her
cheek itself, the hard, sudden gravity of her lips. The
breeze that moved over him was enchanted by contacts
with her; he trembled under it as if, by a miracle of com-
munication, its touch were hers.

"I wish Goof and I hadn't lost that match," Ballater
said, and their feet were soon crunching in step over the
gravel. As they passed the railed municipal garden, where
flowers blazed in geometrical patterns and an old man was
dusting his boots with a tuft of grass, Ballater spoke again.
"The trouble about a Dutchman," he said, "is that he
makes his gardens with a T-square and a pair of com-
passes." And while they sat at a cafe their talk passed from
Dutch gardens to English. "Nobody will be spending
much on their gardens this year," Ballater said. "It will
be the devil to get them into condition again after the war.
They may never be the same again." A steeple near at
hand poured its music upon them while they talked. At
each quarter the sounds of the street were deadened by
its chime, and Lewis, raising his eyes to the steeple,
watched the birds take flight from it and return, a little
flock of birds drifting in from the startled, vibrant air. At
each ringing of the chime, they flew off in the same panic
of flight; in each silence they returned. "You'd think
they'd learn," Ballater said, "and either stay where they

are or stay away. Queer things birds-----Probably they're

not just frightened. The sound may hurt their ears."

At last, having set his wrist-watch by the great clock
overhead, he declared that, if they were not to miss Rams-